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Gather round, all ye lovers or the
Tomantic, and pass judgment on the
following scenario from *reel” life
~beg pardon, from “real” life:

Pretty girl not quite 18. Ardent
wooer. FProposal. Acceptance. Ob-
Jection on part of girl's parcuts.

“Ton young,” they say. Girl is pet-
ulant. “I'm old enough 1o know my
own mind,” she avers. Her sweol-
heart quite agrees. Girl steals from
honfe on a ladder. Elopement and
marrisge.

ONE YEAR
LATER.

Happy couple in {he west. Math-
er, traveling, meeta dauhier. Asks
her to come Lome on a visit “But
You must come back 23 you left—on
a ladder,” says moiher. Several
weeks pass. One day mother hears
4 tap-tap-iap on apartment window
Looks out. Sces daughter's smiling
face pressed against window pane
“Here I am—now let me in.* gays
daughter. Mother docs. Kisses.
Reunlon. Forgiveneas all around.
(Passed by the National Board of

Courtship.)

Isn't it a thriller?

Of course it is. But walt—ihore
are a holf-dozen or more “subtitles™
1o the plot, as they say in the movies,
each and every oune of which en-
‘hances it the more,

Now o give it to you in fts en-
tireiy:

When Dorothy Henri Klewer was
16 years ald she navely announced
ler engarement to 1t Mayne Luther,
Fashionable sociely of Chicago's

| North Side gasped in amazement.

Surely pretty Dorothy was not in
carnest. Why, she was fnly a ohlld!
But Dorothy Henrl Klewer wes

PADSSED BY TriE NATIONATL.
BOARD COF COURTS

very much in  earnest “T lova
Mayne dearly, and we are golng to
marry in the fall,” she told her ac-
quaintances

But Papa Klewer took a hand in
the affair of the heart. So did Mam-
ma Klewer. They prevailed upon
the girl to “walt awhile.” Yes,
even prevailed upon her to call the
cngagement off

But the love the girl bore for Young
Mr. Luther did not
that—and shook Hs

“Love laughs at locks

Ih--_\

coul, SDCiey

aoted socicty
head. miths."
came o the lipa of more than ono
friend of the Klewer family,

A little less than 4 year ago Miss
Dorothy liad quite a chat wilh her
parents. The R. Mayne
Lanther had proposed ngain, she said,
and there was no saying nay to his
arduous pleadings of love., She had
accepted him aud they planned to
Marry soon,

VEHEMENT
OBJECTIONS,

“But you haven't had your ‘com-
ing out yet,” aresued the fond Da-
reats. "You are not 15 vears old.
Wait awhile longer,*

Papa Klewer and Mamma Klewer
even went s0 far as top argue that
young Luther s=hould mnot call on
their daughter mord than five times
a week. Just thiuk of [t! Only five
limes a week!

Argument was uséless. The elder
Klewers had put their foot (or their
feet) down'on It. Truly, Miss Doro-
thy was in a quandary.

But not for long

One eovenlng Mrs. Klewer went
visiting at the home of a nelghbor.
"Will you go with me, Dorothy " she
asked befors leaving. No, Miss
Dorothy would not zo. She had a

impetuogg
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A Two-Reel Thriller;of. Real

Life‘Movie Action;ln ““f hich- a
Charming’Dancer, Asks’ Mama S
Forgiveness” In an Out of the
Ordinary Way

Mrs. R. Mayne Luther, Who Climbed Down a& Ladder for Love and Back Agaln to Win a Blessing,

dreadful “headache' Mrs
had hardly stepped into her automo-
bile before things began to happen
i the bedreom of her daughter,
The girl
from beneath the bed
she packed clothing and some per-

Klewer

drageged six sullcases

Into each
sonal belongings, The mald assist-
ed ber, not knowing what ¢lse (o do
in the face of a generous tip. The
sulteases all packed, the girl and
the mald started to carry them out
door. Dut Miss Dorothy
bad forgotten all about Mapa Klewer
She heard his foot-
steps coming hall, and
quickly returned, bag and baggage,
to her room

She lifted her bedroom window
“Ool! hoo!” ghe called softly. The
flzure of a young man soon loomed
semi-darkness beneath the
window. “Bring your auto ‘round
In back," said the girl. "Dad hasn't
gone out. And listen, Mayne, put o
ladder agalnst the window. It's the
anly way I can gel out without him
secing me."”

Mayne brought his auto ‘round in
back, Mayne got a ladder.

A [ew moments later the daughter
of Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Klewer was
lossing lheavy suitcases Into the
arms of her sweetheart. This done,
she crawled lo the ledge of the win-
dow and timidly placed her foot on
the first step of the ladder.
WELCOIE
ASSURANCE.

“What if I should fall, Mayne,
dear?” she' whispered.

"I would catch you,
dear,” came the reply.

And It would not have been an jm-
possible feat, for the Klewers live
In a Arst-floor apartment—the drop

the front

being at home,
down the

in the
\

Dorothy,

would not have been more than ten
feot,

Hut the girl
without
Helplng plle 1l

reached the ground

mishap. She assisted in

sulteases Into the

aulo, and away sped the happy lov-
ers 1o the home of & wutual glrl
Iriend. Thers

while they went (o a dance at & fash-

they left the baggage

lonable ¢lub.  Miss Dorothy spent
the night at the home of the girl
friend, and In the morning she and

. Mayne Luther motored to Crown
Point, Ind., the Gretna Green of the
middle

Mrs miss her
daughter from lLome until noon of
that day  “Miss” Dorothy was wont
to sleep rother late, anyway. But
when hinch hour was announced by
4 maid, and “"Miss" Dorothy hadn't

west, and were marrled
Klewer old  not

pur in an appearance, Mrs. Klewer
went (o her room Imagina lLer
surprise to find that the bed hadn't

been slept in the niglt before!
PARENTS ARE
DECEIVED.

The mald halped pack the
suitease kept her seeret well. The
Klewers were in ignorance of what
had happened (though Mamma
Klewer half suspected) until after-
noon. Then the telephone bell rang.
Mrs. R. Mayne Luther was on the
other end of the wira to “break the
news to mother.” What elso was
said by the brnde, and what Mrs.
Klewer replied, lias not been divulg-
ed. But the Klewers did not see the
newly married c¢ouple before they
started for Denver—a week later.

How would young Luther support
his wife—a girl accustomed to evory
luxury? That was the first ques-
tion asked by soclety when they
learned of the elopement. The hus-

who

band 24 and debopair, had been in
the candy business—but sald busl-
ness  had gone to the wall, Iocl-
dentally, a nent sum of monpey took
tlight withs the Dblowup In the
words of some, voung Luther was
There was no evidence
that Papa Klewer would come to the
rescue with a bank roll,

But society learned lttle about
the Luthers. About all they knew
was that the couple was somewhere
“out west.” Mr. and Mrs. Klewer
knew that young Luther had opened
a dancipg school in Denver—but
they didn't brag about it. Also
they were acquainted with the fact
that young Mrs. Luther, who was
very well known In Chicago as a
dancer at soclety fetes, was assist-
ing her husband in giving lessons.

MET IN
KANSAS CITY.

Every now and then the elopera
left Denver to fill danciig engage-
ments. It was while they wera
dancing at the Baltimore Hotel in
Kansas City last February that Mrs.
Klewer, returning from a trip
through the west, stopped off in
Kansas Clty for a few hours and saw
her daughter for the first time since
the marriage. A lengthy conversa-
tion ensued, with the result that
Mrs. Luther indicated a desire to re-
turn home for a visit in the near fu-
ture.

“But remember."” admonighed Mra,
Klewer, “you must come back just
as you left—on a ladder. That
wasn't a nice trick to play on your
father and mother. But we’'ll even
up—when you return to Chicago for
a visit.”

Mamma Klewer may have been
Jesting when she inserted ths lad-

“slrapped.”

der clause in the
home" contract. And then again
she may have been in earnest

One day recently a pretty young
woman got out of an

“coming back

autornobile a
block from the Klewer apartment in
Chicago. She walked through an
alley that runs back of the apart-
ment—then stopped. Soon a famil-
lar figure came out of the basement
of the Klewer place. Iy was the Jan-
itor.

“For the land sakes, if it isn't Miss
Dorothy,” he exclalmed.
you been all this 1ime?"

Hasty explanation followed. Then
the young woman asked him 1o bring
a ladder and place it against “her"
old bedroom window, A few min-
utes later neighbors AW a

“Whera

mdle

of Auffy silk ruffles, curly hair and
Biggles ascend the ladder.

Tap-tap-tap, Tap-tap%ap. Tap-

tap-tap.

“1I wonder what that p
I oiso [g?"
sald Mrs. Klewer to another n::r-
.::led t.iaughmr who was visiting her
Dgn t you hear o i
;;e:.hthe other hearg ¢,
other and daugh
et ghter listened ip.

Tap-ta:
i P~tap-tap, Tap-tap-tap, Tap-
“There it {g again,” sald )
; 1, Mra.
Klewg}-. ‘It seems to be in that bed-
Toom," pointing to the one former-
ly T?ecupled by Mra. Luther.

face of a man! No aw '
“Why, Oman

it's Dorothy!” crie
e othy cried the
"My I J
o ¥ little sister! cried the daugh-

‘l_IIp ﬂarl;:c tll:e window,

‘m agaln—for g v

3Ea%mtx?mmm Luther. ":Ls;t'z

ac 5}
gy way 1 went away—on
The bundle of fluffy silk ry

fles,

curly hair and Elggles climbed into

E:he room—and into the arms of her
in.

PAPA JUST

STORMS,

When Papa Klewer came home
that night he stormed a bit and
Slamped his foot a bit when they
10ld him, Dorothy was home. But
when Mrs. Klewer whispered the
ladder, incident into hias ear he
shook his head and smiled. And
when a pair of soft, white arms
stole around his neck, and a strange-
I¥ familiar voice said, “Hello, dad-
dy,” he did what most any father
would do—made up with Dorothy.

So everybody's happy. Dorothy
Is back in Denver with her dancing
ht_mband. but rumor has it that they
will forsake the art of Terpsichora
43 8001 a4 several contracts are ful-
filled,

And rumor has it that the Klewers

will be twice as happy when this is
done,

Now,
thriller?
e
He Wasn't Sura

“Won't you be very, very happy
when your sentence is over?" cheer-
fully asked a woman of a convlct
in prison. j

‘1 dunno, ma'am, T dunno,” gloom-
“3.'. answered the man.

You don't know? askad the
WEm‘BE. amazed. "Why pot?”

I'm in for life.
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. As o Starter.

The Professor says that a man
an liva to bae 150 years of age if he
will follow directions,” said the stu-
giois person, looking up from his

ORK.

“4nd what are the directions?”
asked the practical person. “Would

ho begin operation by destr
of the nut.m:l:u)hilma'."'y rite

s
Not Enterprising
“Every think abo i
“What G,
“Tima flieg,”
“Sure.”

“Why doesn’t it
upom ftselt oy take out a patent

wasn’t this romance &




